


The Chronicle Hislory 
muft do as I may,tho patience be a tired mare, 
Yet in cel plod. and fome fay lenities haue edges, ' 
And men may fleepc and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

lUnComc ifaithjllebcftow a breakfaft to make Pijlot 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould we cany kniues 
to cut our ovvne throates, 

jVowJfaith ilc 3iue as long as I may,that’s the certaine o(* 
it. And when I cannot line any longer,llc do as I may, ’ 
And there’s my reft,and the randeuous of it. 

Inter 'Piflo(l } and Hosles Quickly his wife, 

Tar. Good morrow ancient Piftoll, 
heere comes ancient PiHoH } \ prethee Nim be quiet. 
/Vwj.How do you my hoft ? 

PiU. Bafe flaue,cailcft thou me hofl ? 

Now by gads lugges I fweare,! fcorne the title. 

Nor fhali my jW//kcepe lodging. ' 

Hoft , No by my troth not I, 

tor we cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the pricke of their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bavvdy-houfe, 

O Lcrdjheere’s Corporall Nimj\ ow Hi all 
We haue wilful! adultery and murthcr committed." 

Good Corporall Nim (new the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. Nim. Pufli. 

JV/?.What,doft thou pulh,thou prickeard cur ofllcland 
Nim.WiW y ou fliog off? - 1 would haue you folus. 
iP/J?.Solus, egregious dog,that folus in thy throate. 
And in thy lungs, and which is worfe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth, I do retort that folus 
In thy bowels,and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke. 
And Piftols flaihing fiery cocke is yp. 

Nim A am not Barbafom, you cannot coniure me ; 

3 haue an humor Pijioll to knocke you indifferently well. 

And you fall foule with me Piftoli , 

lie fcoure you with my Rapier in fairc tearmes. . 
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of Henry the fift. 

If you will walke off a little, 

lie pricke your guts a little in good termed 

And there’s the humor of it. 

Vifi.O braggard vile,3nd damned furious wighfj 
The grauc doth gape, and groaning death is neerc, 

Therefore .sail. , , 

•Bay . Heare me, he that Antes the firft blow, 

lie kill him, as I am a Souldier. _ , 

Ptft.hn oath of mickle might, and fury fh all abate, 

Nim. We cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there’s the humor of it. ^ 

i’/7?.Couple gorge is the word,I thee dtne agen , 

A damned hound,tbinkft thou my fpoute to get ? 

No,to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kmde 
Doll Tear-(heete,(he by name, and her efpowle 
| haue, and I will hold.the quandom quickly. 

For the onely (he and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the Boy. . - . 

^.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight.to my Matter, 

thy note betweenethe fhectes, 

ihefedayes. 

He go to him,husband you 1 come? 

Bar. Come P foil befriends. 

A7iw;,prethee be fricnds.and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. hitting 

N,,\ fhal haue my eight (hillings I won of you at bet g 

T//?.Bafe is the flaue that payes. , e .. 

Ni. That now I will haue, and there s the bum 
Pijl.hs manhood (hall compound. J 

Bar. He that firikes the fitft blow, 




